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W HEN I firſt thought of publiſhing theſe 


little Poems under the above title, I conſider- 


ed it as an indiſpenſible duty to prefix an apo- 


logy : but it now appears to me not only 


needleſs, but abſolutely improper; as it would 


bb zu unpardonable vanity in me to imagine 
t e of ſufficient conſequence, to give o- 


caſion to any to ſuppoſe I intend a ſerious 


illuſtration of the morals of the charming Poet 
whoſe works I have preſumed to parody. I only : 
endeavour at a whimſical exempliſication of a 
Few of thoſe morals which particularly ſtruck 
me, and truſt I ſhall be excuſed by the lovers 


of Gay, the playful liberty I have taken 
with a work ſo univerſally and fo juſtly ad- 


mired, 


CON 
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PARODIES ON GAY. 
Er 
- ith Potis ab ü chat 
1 5 


E doat upon our own. 
The MoTnts, the NURSE, and the Fark r. 


— 


cc | | | 
Give me a pen ;” his brain is fired; 


Was ever mortal ſo inſpired ? 


Sir Michael writes—till he is tired. 


Now to his wife he needs muſt ſhew it; 


His firſt attempt proclaims him POET. 


Next morn to breakfaſt when he came, 
Frowning he met his anger'd dame; 


Be EOS His 
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His Ode ſhe held—and nothing ſaidy* - 
But figh'd and groan'd, the more ſhe read. 


ec Theſe ſighs ſome accident forbode; 
« Speak wife! I hope you've got my Ode 1 


Dear Huſband ! that unlucky wight 
e The Parſon, ſupp'd with us laſt night; 


« Your charming Ode he took to read, 
c And ſent us this vile thing inſtead.” 


Were is the elegiac line, 


In ſofteſt ſoothing trains divine? 

2 ee here a dull extravaganza, W 
| That ſpeaks a fool in ev'ty ſtanza! _ | 
EY 

| The womay's mad!“ the huſband cries, © 
© What metaphors what ſimilies!“ 


40 Lord, Huſband ! why 'tis void of ſenſe, 


« No doubt the Parſon took i: hence.“ 
HEL, Juſt 
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Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, the Parſon heard, 
And at the parlour door appear'd ; 
Where with true dignity and ſpirit, 


He thus explain'd the Poem's merit. 


«© How mean the firſt ill-manner'd fool, 
„ That dar'd our tribe to ridicule! 
e Hou void then thoſe of bonn e dls, ; 
« Who join the laugh at our expence ! 
« What! muſt we ever ſilent ſit 


„„ The butt for their contemptuous wit ? 


No; conſcience ſtill will yield applauſe” 


« To thoſe who riſe in virtue's cauſe, | 
Moy Virtue by all is underſtood; 
Why ſcorn then thoſe who dare be good! | 
\ Where yet was ever found a Poet, 6 
„ Who being fool, could bear to know it? | 
« And ſhould we patronize the . 
Of each dull Poet of the times, 


(To pleaſe the vain conceited elves) 


* 


£ 


0 


* 


C 


* 


Well might we paſs for fools ourſelves.” 


/ 
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THE NOBLE PLEBEIAN. 
— 


How fond are men of rule and place 


Who court it from the mean and baſe! 
The Lion and the Coz. 


— 
A Silly youth of noble birth, 
Avoided men of rank and worth ;-- 
Proud te be thought a toit by many, 
He ſought all thoſe who had not any; 
With Merry-Andrews, ( nothing lot“ 
He ſpent his time and money both : _ 
He rival'd all the F antoccini, 
Dubois, Jack Follett, and Delpini ; 
And ſhew'd in one of his grimaces, 
The charms of their united faces. 
If e'er he deign'd a mimic ſmile, = 
Applauſe ſtood ready all the while; 

105 
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el 
And all with loudeſt oaths maintain, 
He'd prove a fund to Drury Lane. 


Of theſe amazing talents proud, 
He ſeeks at court the glitt'ring croud ; 
Eager that all ſhould view his parts, 
Heels-up he ſtands; —his father ftarts. 


« Puppy ! thy poſture plainly tells 
« Where thy intrinſic value dwells ; 
Well may the earth attract thy head, 
« Thy heels are cork ; thy Caput lead; 
« And all the virtues of the heart, 
<« Negleded for this uſeleſs art. 


« My talents ſcorn'd! dear Sir, your pardon, - 
4c] beat'em all at Covent Garden,” 


cc You beat'em all!” PE ſire replied ; 
« How weak, how ſeli-content is pride! 
£c Theſe tricks may pleaſe the idle clan, 
Rut Merit makes the NOBLEMAN.” - 


B 3 THE 
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: 


THE OFFICER AND HIS POOR PARENT. 


How many ſaucy airs we meet 
From Temple-bar to Aldgate- Areet "nl 
Proud rogues! ® *. *- * 4 1.y 
„523 „ % & #® „ „ | 
They blufh to hear a mother's name, 


„ 413 FS 


And by their pride expoſe their ſhame. A 


The BARLEY- Mow and the DUXGHILL, 


2 


As croſs the Park, at early dawn, 5h 
The happy Monarch ſought the lan; A 
A ſhining multitude appears, 

Of brave and faithful Volunteers; 

A loyal zeal each boſom warms ; 

They greet their King preſenting arms. 
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His eye now rov'd along the line, 
Beaming beneficence divine; = 1 
While tears the royal cheek bedew'd, 

Of heart · impreſſive gratitude. N 
With joy he ſaw what thouſands roſs, -**: 
To check their King's preſumptuous foes ; 
In thought he ſaw this native land, 15 
Protected by the valiant band; 


: In fancy could with rapture trace, 


His country's friend in ev'ry face. 
An Enſign in the Monarch's train, 
Which paſt along the crowded plain 3 © 
Who made his dreſs his only care, | 
(For ſome, tho few, I truſt there are ;) 
Obſerv'd his Mother mongſt the crew, BY 
In *kerchief check, and apron blue; 
He halloos to the men around, 8 
Who, (as accuſtom'd, ) kept the ground? 4 
See, ſee; for ſhame | why this neglect E. A 2414 | 
« Pray, Gentlemen, ſhew more reſpe * 
_ < Keep back the crowd, nor let th 4 
« Such raggamuffins fore the King 24 
8 . 84 : t Are 
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« Are we who ſhine in gold and lace, 
« To ſuffer inſults and diſgrace? 
« Who is that woman | pray keep back ; 
A truce to her eternal clack ! 
« Is ſhe a fit ſpectator here, 
« Where Kings and—Offcers appear ? 
Or to the waſhing-tub reſtore her, 
« Or elſe put ſomebody before her. 

The Mother, his command receives; * 
That *tis her Son ſhe ſcarce believes; 
« Move me! ſhe cries, © Audacious varlet ? 
« Becauſe he ſtruts in lace and ſcarlet ; 
« He will not own his poor relations 
« Send me away]! O] give me patience! 
& Altho? tis not to me he owes ! | | 
« His. feathers, and his gaudy cloaths; 
« Let him reflect to whoſe afliſtance, 
« He owes the bleſing of N 
« Let him conſider (and atone,) Po 
« To give Bim life, I riſk'd my owns 12 
Nor thus ungratefully forget 
« A Mother's everlaſting debt.“ 


— 
* 
L . 
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THE SHARPER AND THE SCHOOL-BOY. . 


\ 


In other men we faults can ſpy, 
And blame the mote that dims their eye; 
Each little ſpeck and blemiſh find; | 
To our own ſtronger errors blind. 

The TurxEy and the Avr. 


— 


A SHARPER of peculiar ſkill, 

Well known at Snow, or Holborn-hill,, 
Tir'd of his uſual duty there, 1 
Forſook the town, and ſought the " | 
A comrade ever bent on harm, N 
Accompanied him, arm in arm. 


4 Come on, my boy, the firlf exclaims 7 | 
&« How * ſight my breaſt inflames|! 
« Behold! 
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% Behold the noiſy ſchool-boy train, 
« Anxious the E. O. prize to gain; 
« Be quick ! the table let's prepare, "MF 
« And in the eaſy plunder ſhare ; 2 
„ By ev'ry geſture we may learn, 
« Their ſhillings in their pockets burn. 
« How bleſt our life with wealth and peace, 
Could we but ſcape the dread police! 1 
C But Conſtables, curſt rogues 1 combine | 
To mar the excellent deſign. A 
<« Sometimes the ſtocks our legs embrace, 
© Sometimes the pillory we grace ; 
« And vainly then the victim begs 
„Relief from mud and rotten eggs; 
4 For boys, and men of ev'ry age, 
In this delightful ſport engage. 
« How wretched! how relentleſs thoſe,, 


« Deaf to a fellow-creature's woes !” 
Av | Ie 


A lad who, unperceiv'd, had heat D 
His lamentation word for word; 


Drew 
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Drew nigh, and with contemptuous wave,, 
Thus anſwer'd the aſtoniſh'd knave. 


« Ere you of cruelty complain, 
« Your own relcntleſs hand reſtrain ; 
« Each mometit to repentance give, 


Nor hundreds rob, that one may live.” 


THE 


3 
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THE COUNCIL OF PLOUGHMEN. + 


g 
* 
* 
4 
: ” 00 F 
ot» . £4, 
* 8 122 
- ; 
. 


Since ev ry creature was decreed, 


To aid each other's mutual need, 
Appeaſe your diſcontented mind, Z 
And act the part by Heav'n aſſign d. 3 

1 The Council of Hoxsrs, 


Ax honeſt lad of manners plain, 
Loweſt of the domeſtic train; 

Had heard from ſome good- natur d elf, 

(Who ever diſcontent himſelf, 

Wiſh'd others ſuch a bliſs to ſhare) 

His toils were more than he could. bear. 

No length of time he took to ſhew 1 2 

The hardſhips plough-boys undergo; 

Nor could the proof be leſs than clear, 

When ſettled o'er a pot of beer. 


(Reſoly'd 
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(Reſolv'd his reaſons ſhould be good, 
He gave them at the Robin-Hood z 
As if he found his logic fail, 
le then might have recourſe to ale; 
Hhecauſe when once the wits are gone, 
The bus'neſs is as good as done.) 


The lad who never had complain'd, 
Spite of the ills he had ſuſtain'd ; 
Who neither meant nor dreaded harm, 
Was now the victim of alarm; / 

His apt ſoliloquy will ſhew it; 
« What! trampled on, and not to know it! 
« Deſpis'd | neglected! ſcorn'd! oppreſt! 
«© Of no one happineſs poſſeſt? 1 
<« Is my content then “ all a fetch?” 5 
« O helpleſs ! hopeleſs! hapleſs wretch !”. 


Determin'd ſpeedily to ſhew, 1 
That lab'rers were the ſons of woe; TY 
He beg'd them, one by one, to fix, 


To meet next morning all at fix; 


— 


He thus with dignity addreſt: 33 
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To take into conſideration, © + 
Their pitiable ſituation; 


2 
% e 
w— 7 ES * 
\s * ae 
Tb. i * 
3%. 4AM, 2 
7 
* 


As ſince it was ſo plain a caſe, 
They were a miſerable race; 


24 Was fit that all agreed in knowing, 1 8 


To what their miſery was owing; 


That they might ſtate in their petition, 
Their moſt deplorable condition. * 


The lad next morn aroſe betimes, 
His mouth with igHpiration primes 
The Ploughmen rang'd as each thought beft, 


4 * * 5 - * 


„ Good Heavens How can I deſcribe 


< The burthens of outs ſuff ring tribe? 
« Shall we conſent to Keep thoſe rules, 
< That mark our forefathers as fools ; 

<< Suppoſe they tamely choſe to yield, 


To guide the Harrow o' er the field? 


* Conſider how the times improve; 
« The yoke tis conqueſt to remove. 


« How 
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'« How. toilſome 'tis to ſteer the plough! © 

„For man we bear the moiſten'd brow ; _ 

Were we delign'd for taſks like theſe, 

CC While he enjoys content and eaſe? 

To labor chrough the miry road, 

Diſtributing the dung-carr's load ! _ 

4-00 How feeble ſeems the man of wealth, 
How ſtrong we luſty ſons of health! = 
„ Shall then our nobler limbs ſubmit. 

« To drudge, becauſe he thinks it fit! 

% Shall hob-nail'd ſhoes be worn by. Numps; 

« While Jacky trips about in pumps ? 


« Forbid it Heav'a! we all are free, 
And ſcorn the badge of flavery! 


Let us from work this moment ſtrike, / 


« And think, and act, juſt what we like; 

To pleaſe ourſelves be now our plan, 

« And vindicate the rights ai man.. * 
A murmur round the circle ſpreddʒʒ 


6% Bravo!] that's right! huzza! well ſaid!” 


Wen "of 
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When lo! with hoary head appearts, 
(Proclaiming length of healthy years) 
A Vet'ran from among, the crew, 
Who rais'd his hand, (as ſpeakers do) 
And to the ſelf-made © ſons of woe,” 
Thus ſpoke this ruſtic Cicero. 


L once was young, and ſtrong, like you; 
<« I once was diſcontented too; | 
„gut now a rich reward I find, 
And much regret I &er repin'd, 
44 My maſter now my toil repays ; 
4 In comfort lets me end my days. 
<< Suppoſe my labor brought him wealth, 
<c It brought me appetite and health 3 
4 And tho' be added ſtore to ſtore, | 
% had enezgh, nor whated more. 
« 1 grant our youthful ſtrength we lend, 
44 That what we earn, the rich may ſpend; 
„ But how do they that wealth employ, 
6 When time and pain our ſtrength deſtroy ? 

| | g | Beneath 


a 


. p pa : 
— Apt * ” 44a ROE 
- . 
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« Beneath a hoſpitable roof, =. 
« I grateful live, a daily proof, 
« When age draws on, their lave.we ſhare z 
- «&« The kitchen' fire, the eaſy chair, 

« The cheering pipe, the Tarkling ale, 

«© The merry ſong, the village tale, 

« Combine to render life a bliſs, 

« Fen at ſo great an age as this, 

« The rich and poor alike were made, 

„ Dependant on each other's aid; 

« Act then your part, content to ſhare 

« Your Mafter's love, and Heaven' $ care.” 


He ceas'd dhe diſcontented yield, 
And cheerfully retake the field. 
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THE ARTIST AND COUNTRY GIRL. 


Who cherĩſhes à brutal mate, 
Shall mourn the folly ſoon or late. 
The GARDENER and the Hoe. 


AN ani of peculiar taſte, 
On a young nymph affection placed; 
Of vulgar manners, lowly birth, 

- Her beauty was her only worth, 
Deſerted now the rural cot, un 
The parlour is from hence her lot; 
She now ne'er milks the lowing beaſt, - 
But ſhares with him his daily feaſt ; 
The cottage pallet does diſown, 

And ſlumbers on a bed of down. 
Where'er he goes, ſhe'Il thither roam, 


Or tend him if he __ at home. hs 
One 
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95 


One morn ('tis true it happen'd rare,) 


Important bus'neſs call'd his care, 
He thus addreſt the ruſtic fair: 


« My copied paintings, view them all, 


« But touch not an original 5 
« My landſcapes rummage as you like, 
But ſacred hold my dear Vandyke; 


« For all the reſt you've full permiſſion, | 


Except my Rubens, and my Titian.“ 


He went ; the Girl with folly fraught, 
To ſhew her talents vainly thought; 
Ambition ſwells her barren heart, 

She longs to try the pleaſing art; | 
Tho? ſkill'd as much in paint and pallets 
| As in the chiſſel or the mallet. 


The bruſh with awkward air the dips, 


And wich the ſelf-ſame colour, ſmears 


Eyes, eyelids, hair, noſe, mouth, and ears. 


Bur 


C 2 
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But what was worfe—how curſt thy lot? 
Artiſt, thy charge was now forgot; 

She, vers'd in marygolds and poppies, 
Knew not originals from copies, 
And Rubens, Titian, and Vandyke, 
Were all bedizen'd out alike. 


The fight inflam'd the Artiſt's wrath, 
He heaves a ſigh ; and then an oath ; 
And haſt thou rob'd me, girl ' he 1 8 
« Of all that I ſo dearly prize? 

All victim to thy graceleſs ſmears!“ 
He ſunk, and ſought relief in tears. 


The gaping nymph amaz d, exclaims, 
« My fond attention thus he blames! 
« Such dark old coats his fay*rites wore, 
] meant to ha' dreſt em long before ; 
« For ſhame ! cheer up, and tell me true, 
« Now don't they look as good as new ?* :? 


-- N 1 4 
5 dl 
- 
| | 
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The Artiſt now with anger burns, 
And gives, what ſhe with ſpeed returns g 
A ſcore of kicks, a ſcore of blows ; 


One hue adorns eye, mouth, and noſe, 


Poor fool ! he feels, alas! too well, 
No village plant in town ſhould dwell ; 
'The humble ſhrub in proper ſoil 
Will flouriſh; but remow'd will ſpoil. 


From hence he baniſhes the laſs, 
Taught by his candid looking-glaſs, 
Who thinks in beauty to explore 
A mine of inexhauſting ſtore, © 
Will oft find droſs inſtead of ore. 


THB 
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Friendſhip like love is but a name, 
:Unleſs to one you ſtint the flame; | 
„ 2 4 
„2 
— <1 het hh LP 
On many, rarely find a Sd. „ 
HaRE and many Fa1vNDs. 
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Ay. Youth good-natured, kind, and free, 
Who ſought the love of alk (like me;) 
Was known by all the toniſh train, 

Who trade:in ftocks, or & throw a main ;” 
Vows, pro and con, from all were fervent, 
 Andeachſubſcrib'd, © your friend and ſervant.” . 
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One morn, o'er head and ears in * 
As forth he ſlowly walk d, he met 6d 447 
Two bailiffs at Spring Garden gate, | 
And ſkulks to ſhun impending fate; 
- He ſtops, he ſtarts, he racks his wits, 
He pants, he ſmiles, and frowns by fits; Pg 32 


And to miſlead purſuing duns, 


05 
4 ; "4 


* 


Thro' many a lane and alley runs. 


| _ Till coming to a comrade's ſhop, 


Nile thought ſecure with Lim to ſtop 3 


But ere he could his aid implore, 
He ſunk exhauſted at the door. 


te Let me avoid, my Send with you, 1 38 
<« Thoſe wretches who my ſteps purſue ; 
« You know what woes with bailiffs dwell, 
I ſee thy breaſt with pity ſwell.” . 


The Tradeſman anſwer' d; LEO: - >» 
© I'm much concern'd at your diftreſs3 ; 
hf OL: 5 4 But, 


* - 
Wes , 14 
2 * 
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ec But, prithee droop not, ſome there wg 
Can give you what you aſk of me,” 


— ——  _ _ - 
» 
wo ' - 


He next a noble ſriend implor d, 
And thus replied the fickle Lord; 
— Since my profeſſions plainly prove, 
.« My real friendſhip, and my love, | 
.<« I may preſume without offence, | =” 


—_— 


To tell you what invites me hence; 
« To meet my Caroline juſt now, 
« I really made a ſolemn vow 3 
c Now I have broke ſo many {corey 
0 [ am reſoly'd to break no more; 
cc And as you Own your lack of del, 
cc F1L own Fm much in debt myſelf; 
ce Harm watch, harm catch; faſt bind, faſt find ; 
« I can't aſſiſt, tho” much inclin'd.“ 18 
He now drew near his Taylor's cot; 
« Avyaunt!” cried he, « approach me not; 
« I was your friend, am not ſo ſtill z 
« As witneſſeth your two-year's bill 


| « Your 
\ X 


My uncle's ſteward ſure will lend, 
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* Your ſhoe-maker may uſe you better, 


* He once, you an was much your debtor.” 


The bee 0 times complain'd, 


And of the burthens he ſuſtain'd, 


Said he was poor, deplor'd his caſe, 
As be too fear'd the tipſtaff race. 


On one,” he cried, „I ſtill depend; 


To ſave from goal a long-lov'd friend. »w 


Shall I,” replied the prudent man, 


« Affront ſo dangerous a clan? 


cc Were T to loſe. my place for thee, 


< Who'd keep my wife and family? 


« Stronger and richer friends are high | | 
cc Compare their envied ſtate with mine,; 
<« Excuſe me, then; doubt not my love, 
4 wiſh you well —1 do by Jovet - - : 
«.Pm ſure each friend your- ſorrow feels; 


But ſee, the bailiff a at your heels. 


»» 
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* 
THE SHOPMAN, THE *PRENTICE, AND 
THE SHOE-BLAck. 


—————— 


Conſider man in ev'ry ſphere, 
Then tell me, is your lot ſevere ? 
*Tis murmur, diſcontent, diſtruſt 
That makes you wretched ; God is juſt : 
EE BY EEO. OC. 
Tell envy, when ſhe would annoy, 


That thouſands want what you enjoy. | 
The Cook-Mai, the TuRNsPiT, and the Ox. 


4 54, 
1 


0 B : 
nine the raiſins muſt be done 3 

« Where's this moſt idle *Prentice gone? 

« Unleſs in time they meet the dame, 

« The ſtage ſets off, and I'm to blame.“ 

This faid, (for all muſt think it fit 

That I John's vulgar oaths omit;) 35 
: 5 Delay 
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Delay his duty to prevent is, 

He ſeeks again the creeping *Prentice; 
The ſhop-bruſh o'er his head he rears 
He runs, he calls, he ſtamps, he ſwears:; 
The ſneaking boy appears in view, 

He now tries what fair words will do: 
But all in vain? unmoy'd he looks; 
And on his apron flowly hooks ; 

With haſty ſlap his cheek now burns, 
He eyes the ſieve and John by turns. 


«6 Was ever *Prentice-ſo forlorn! 
* What planet ſway'd when I was born? 
* Am ] for ſeven long years indeed, 
< For this inglorious taſk decreed ? 
'« Muſt I for.ſeven whole years be ſti} 
% Obedient to a Shopman's will? 
4 O cruel caſe! f all employs, 
The baſeſt fall to *prentice boys. 


xc Had but my father at the firſt, Shes 
4 Procured me ſome good place of truſt ; 
| 1 : CC Ii 


— 


| 


„The caſh of ev'ry day's amount! 
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<c If I a banker's clerk had been, 

<< What plays, what pleaſures had I ſeen! 
<« Like any gentleman at five, 

As gay as any man alive. 

*« Had ſleeping partner been my lot, 
And that it might have been, why-not 775 
„How charming would the time have * 
% Each minute would have flown too faſt; 
« What ſweet employment, juſt to count 
s Poſleſt of talents for the place, 4 
„Why did I not St. James's race 


«c My eyes with blooming charms to bal, 1 


* And wed a Peereſs at the leaſt,” 

EF = 
| A Shoe-Black heard his loud lament,  .- * 
And thus repirov d his diſcontent : 5 5 = 3 #1 


<< Dare you complain at partial fate? LB 


« How wretched is my _—__ 
60 By no kind n e fed, 


% 
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@ By bruſhing clean the miry feet 
Of paſling ſtrangers in the ſtreet ;. 
« Who for the trouble I have had, 


« Throw me my halfpence moſily bad. 
« *Tis mine to clean from heel to toe, 


> | -« The Clown, the Prentice, and the Beau; 5: 


4 Again conſider, your employ 

6 Muſt tantalize the gaping boy; 

4 The *Prentice eats the fruit, and balks 

« The longing Shoe-Black with the talks.” 


« Till now,” amaz'd, the boy replies, 
1 look'd on all with envious eyes 
« How oft a cheerful outward ſhow, 5 
e But hides a boſom fraught with woe! 

« If thus my ee creatures fare, 

« Of Fortune's gifts, how vaſt my ſhare! 
"IF grief thus racks a Shoe-boy's breaſt, 
“ Perhaps at court, a frequent gueſt, 
« Sorrow each glitt'ring boſom wounds, 
« And care preſides where wealth abounds, 


«K Hence- 


of 
- - — 
* 
* 


1 Wl 
. 
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4 Henceforth ſhould Envy dare. invade, 
« When labour calls me to my trade; 
« Or ſhould I droop, oppreſt and faint, 
« I'll think on him and lull. complaint.“ 


He faid, and turning up his fleeve, 
With cheerful heart he takes the ſieve. 


ADVER- 


2 J 


LY 
{ 31 | 


| 
\ 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


I: is here neceffary to obſerve, that having entitled 
the following Poem, a Fable, IT have conſidered myſelf | 
at liberty to bring up a battle, and alſo to keep it up, 
without giving a reaſon for the reſentment of each in- 
dividual, the Moral being the obje& principally in 
view. Tho' indeed, were an inveſtigation of cauſes to 
take place, we muſt certainly confeſs it is full as pro- 
bable for friends to quarrel with each other, as for 


things of equal value to diſpute for precedence, 


THE 


BATTLE OF THE BUSTS.. 


A FABLE. 


Wure Poets, wrapt in Fancy's dream, 
| Chuſe Fable their inſtructive theme, 

It matters little if the Moral 
| Perchance come after, or before all. 


One thing appears to ev'ry eye, ; 5 
We all are equal when we die;“ 
The King, the Beggar, Prince, and Poet, 
Daily departing, clearly ſhew it; 
And uſe an equal grave and coffin, 
To put the caſe their ſoul left off, in, 10 


THE BATTLE OF THE BUSTSs 33 


Why then is pride alone to ſhew 
The difference *twixt high and low ? 
Since when Death pleaſes to o ente us; 
Diſtinctions all at once forſake us; 
He lays us, in an inſtant, level | I5 
With thoſe we once with'd at the Devil. 


The Fable ſhews (with all due deference) 
The folly of that filly preference 
That Vanity too often arrogates, 
When taking ſeats, or paſſing narrow gates; 20 
Thinking, to keep poor friends at diſtance 
With pride, eſſential to exiſtence, 


The F able will prolong the thy: 


So truce to moralizing rhyme. 


A man whoſe chief amuſement lay 25 
In contemplating works of clay ; 
Who, mindful of his native duſt, 


To canvas'd head, prefer'd a buſt ; 
5 Had 


7 4 © THE BATTLE OF THE BUST3. 
Had of them form'd a la ge muſeum, * 
For all wifo 
With whit 
He thought his room ſuperbly graced. 
And all muſt own that thus to dv it, he : 


to come and ſee em. 30 
ſemicircle placed, 


Diſplay'd a proper perſpicuityʒ. 


Waller and Goldfmith led the way, 35 
Then Drummond, Addiſon, and Gay 3 

Next were Sommerville and Dyer, | 
Then Shenſtone, Swift, and Matthew Prior.; 
Then came Lord Lyttleton and Rowe, 
Garth, Watts, Cervantes, and De Foe. \ 40 
Pope, Smollet, Fielding, Marmontel, 
Then Shakſpere, Lanſdowne, and W 5 
Some ſtood on ſhelves, and brackets flake vn, 
Then follow'd Dryden and Roſcommon. 
Then Chaucer; F alconer, and Blair, 45 
With Doctor Johnſon and Voltaire; 
Then ſtood extended rather wide, 

Voung, Mallet, Sprat, and Akenſide; 


* 
= 


And 


* 
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And, like a ſword without a hilt on, | 
Stood elevated < poor blind M 
Then came a group, whoſe names 
Would needleſsly command attention; 
Being inferior to the reſt, 

Excepting Whitehead, Hughes, and Welt; ; 
And Spencer, Chatterton, and Broome, 55 
With Wyat, nearly fill'd the room; 
Leaving a ſpace for Denham, Green, 

And Surrey ; Buſts which clos'd the ſcene. 


© Theſe Buſts (as many may remark)” 

Were not, like thoſe within the ark, 60 
Placed, two by two, of equal worth, 

In order as they graced the earth; 

But careleſsly, as fancy taught him, 

Or as their pleaſing features caught him. 
This was productive of a riot, 65 
Which firſt began twixt Gay and Wyat, 
And thence diffus'd it's envious poiſon, 
Quickly from center to horizon. 
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* 
Said Wyat, « Can 1 bear to: ſee 

& Bards of be. 4d like me, . 70 
« Inſulted in fo groſs a way? 4 
& Sprat, Smollet, Sommerville, and Gay, 
« Fellows, ſcarce fit to form a chorus, 


« Are placed in dignity before us. | 
&« Fie Chaucer, why. thus ſilent ſtand? 75 
« *Tis juſtice tells you to cammand 

« A place more ſuited to your merit, 


« Have you no energy, no ſpirit ?”” 


Says Toby Smollet, with an oath, 
« You ſeem to have enough for both.” 80 
« Why who are you, my friend,” ſaid Gay, 
« To give yourſelf theſe airs, I. pray: 
« What merits can you have to.boaft? 39, 
« Except. for Smut *, the farrier's.ghoſt.” 
« A worthy part, what think you, Smollet ? 85 
« He would haveſhone, in- What ye cal”” . 


4 


* A characker in a farce by Gay, called 6c What 
6c d'ye call it? 


Sprat 
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Sprat would have ſpoke, but Sommerville 2 


Beg'd as a favor | he'd be ftill; , 
And leave the. cauſe to abler * | 


Old Chaucer, rous'd at the appealing 


Of Wyat, to his warmth of feeling, 
Mumbled abhorrence mixt with wonder, 
That ancient worth was ſo kept under. 
“ Shame | ! ſhame !” he cried, (and ſhook his 
« clay beard) 95 
That youth can bear to ſee a grey-beard 
„ Treated with ſuch unkind neglect, 
« And ſtill ſhew marks of diſreſpect ! 
« Why ſits Mat Prior at his eaſe, 
[ Above ſuch © hoary locks” as theſe? 100 
« Why is De Foe exalted too?“ 


« F riend Geoffry, pray what's that to you? 
Mat quick replied, . And tell me why 


It matters whether you or I | 
D 3 | cc Stand 


+ With whom abuſe a famous art is. 90 


6. - 
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10 Stund firſt or laſt? Slat my Bend move 

« me 8 F 105 
cc Which of you two ſhould ſtand hrs me? 
4 What diff rence now (ſtrife I abhor, Sir,) 
« *Tywixt Dunſtan Geoff, and _ Co | 


cc cer?” 


De Foe now feels his anger riſe, 
And to old Geoff*s demand replies 110 
« What matters pray, my exaltation z 
c Is it for you to fix my tation ? 

« In what conſiſts your mighty ſkil] 

« That you ſhould place us all at will? 

« Are men of worth to wear the fetters 115 
4 Of one, whoſe many uſeleis letters A 
« Render'd his writings paſt comparing 

« With thoſe whoſe merits he'd be ſharing ? 
« Believe 'tis truth, when I aver 

„ That poſitively J prefer, 120 
(Perhaps you'll wonder why I do ſo:) 

« To your old tales, my Robin Cruſoe.” 


« You 
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« You may prefer them; true,” ſaid Spencer; 
« You may decry the tales, what then, Sir? 


« You would prefer perhaps to weed'em, 125 


For why? you have not wit to read em 
1 « Fie, Denham, Dryden, what! in ſilence 
c Hear what would move me half a mile 

« hence !” 


This rous'd them both. From all parts flow 
Loud anger upon poor De Foe. TM 


Blair faw, (unleſs affairs were mended,) 
The diſcord never would be ended; 
So humbly beg'd the aid of Swift, 


To give his arguments a lift. 


Swift having firſt applied to Pope, 135 
Thought he might give his wit full ſcope. 
708 And why,” faid he, © ſhould you ſuppoſe, : 
4 From Chaucer's lips if nonſenſe flows, 
« Yours ſhould ſucceed? when &en his failing, 
« Was the deſerv'd reward for railing; 140 
| D 4 « Why 
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© Cauſe one fool's pleading for another!“ 


« Fool, Sir!” faid Shakſpere, © let me 
ce teach you | 

« Politer manners, I beſeech you ; . 
& Spencer a fool you cannot mean, 145 
« As witneſſeth his Fairy Queen: 
6 Now if you ſpoke of Pope or Young, 
There would be licenſe for your tongue; 
« Or if that he had ſpoke of you, Sir, 
« He. would have been a juſt accuſer.” 1 50 


« Me!” exclaim'd Pope, you ſaucy 
4 knave! BY 
« Know you whoſe fury *tis you brave? 
&« O that I could but wield a pen, | 
© To ſcourge that moſt unjuſt of men; 
« No man could I ſelect more fit, 155 
« To be the victim of my wit. 
„ A fool! 
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« A foot! you muckworm! No—by G 
« Pye ſee, | | 


“ There's none can parallel my Odyſſey.” 


„ Your Odyſſey,” faid Marmontel, 
« Altho* they reckon it ſo well; i160 
« T own were I the arbitrator, 

“ Your eſſays, epigrams, and ſatire, 
« J ſhould be tempted to confeſs 

« A uſeleſs and ill- natured meſs. 


„ Blockhead! cries Young, © your addle 


Pat AGE | 165 
« Shews that your brains have long been 
« dead; | 


C Elſe you would ne'er preſume to vie, 
With writers of celebrity. 
« The accents from thy vacant ſconce, 


« Proclaim thee what thou art, a dunce.“ 270 : 


Fielding now ſpoke in Ioud retort, 
By Young's unbounded cenſure hurt ; 
(He 
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(He thought he now could do no leſs 
Than help a brocher in diſtreſs.) 


6 Inſipid creature! dull accuſer ! 175 
« Why all theſe airs? who ſpoke to you, 
„ Sir! 


In vain, poor ſimpleton, you try 

« That author's merit to decry; 

&« How willingly would I agree 

That man ſhould my inſtructor be. 180 

« O that he'd my ſenſe, and that I had 
. his! | 2 

« My works fall ſhort of Alcibiades! 

c Then might all bards that ever ſung, 

„ Down to oblivion follow Young ; ö 

« In vain on earth to bear the bell he meant 


« Darkneſs, all know, is Edward's ele- 
« ment.” We 186 


\ 


* One of Marmontel's tales. | 


Gold- 
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Goldſmith and Shenſtone now produce 
A thun&ring torrent of abufe ; 
Againſt the man who dared defame 
Their fav'rite Young's exalted name. 190 


Now Watts, and Dyer, Hughes, and 
| Weſt, % 
Spoke pro and con, as each thought beſt ; 
And join'd by Garth, and Broome, and Green, 
(No one can find out what they mean ;) 
Each quoting in his turn, a ſtanza, 195 


To aid this queer extravaganza. 


Milton declar'd he would be heard, 
Morel wiſh'd to put in a word, ] 
But all in vain, for Atenſide; 
Tax'd him and Lyttleton with pride 200 
In not beginning long before, 
And now they ſhould not ſpeak, he ſwore. 


Had I but arms,” ſaid Rowe, © an hour, 
«© And Akenſide was in my power, 
cc "If 
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0 If his thick pate was not too hard, 

e The rogue's: opinion ſhould be marr'd 205 | 
« He's paſt endurance, vain, fantaſtic, - 
And merits the reward of a flick.” 


Quoth Surrey, Pray, who is't ſo pat, 
« Can tell who merits this or that ? 210 
« Surely the ſpeaker ſhould partake, 
« The ſcourge he would for others make; 
« And bid the power reſt with Surrey, © 


«- He'd do his bus'neſs in a hurry.” 


“ For why, Sir,” quick replied Voltaire, 
« I ſee no reaſon, I declare ? 216 
For anger he had good authority, | 
« Conſidering the great majority © | 
Milton and Shakſpere would have gain'd, 
« As they in former times obtain d. 220 
« When'er they ſang, all ear and eye lent; 
I wonder what could keep them ſilent.“ 


« Heavens!” 
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Heavens!“ ſaid Lanſdowne, © who can bear 
"ff To hear a ſcurvy Frenchman there, 
© Reprove the monarchs. (of their time) 223 
Of Stage and Poetry ſublime ? | 
In this aſſembly they mould claim 3 1 
The tributes of exalted fame, 
Thrones of bright cryſtal ſhould contain 
„„ Such treaſures, while they here remain.“ 2 30 


„Hey day! amaz'd, exclaim'd Cer- 
wy vantes, fat 4 Hat 5 
“Leave theſe pompoſo's and andantes; 
My worthy friend, pray moderato, 


Such praiſe. I don't know what to ſay to.” 


| „ Suppoſe,” ſays Chatterton, c you don't, 
« If you'll be ſuch a fool, I won't „ 14 236 
What man but you would frankly own, 
e Shakſpere deſerves a cryſtal throne ? 3 
<< And Milton by his fide would view 

-«, With ſcorn ſuch vulgar dogs as you.” 240 


cc Who's 


„ 


. * 
* 
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„ Who's that,” ſays * « dare 8 


« chatter? 


« He cannot ſure know what's the matter. 
« Milton would view my friend, he cries! 
« How could he view without his eyes?” | 


* Why there,” ſaid — * you are 
4 


right, | 
« No man can ſee without his ſight ; 
4 But minus eyes, I'Il take my oath, 
« He beats e' en you who have them both.“ 


— 


Addiſon now prepar'd to ſag 
Something to end the mighty fray, IC | 250 
% For Falconer,” ſaid he, * will join 
e His efforts, 1 am ſure, with mine. 

When lo] an accident occurr'd, 
Which ſettled all without & Li 


8 * 
: PA.» 


It ent hen att men, that 255 


The maſter was a Democrat; _. 
+ . And 


* 


THE BATTLE OF THE BUSTS, 


; And on the night of this difputing, 4 5 
A mob came rioting and hooting, 1 5 
An honor of a vict'ry famous ; 

| (Pity their loyalty ſhould ſhame us !) 26 
And halloo'd for his candles. loudly ; 125 
When anſwering perhaps too proudly, 
They ſnatch'dup ſticks, and ſtones, and Suse 
And ſent a volley through the windows. 


Now the aſſembly {i 11 in anger, 265 
Sat muttering abuſi ve clangor, 
When lo! a ſtone aſſail'd the light head, 
(Ill-manner'd ſtone !) of. luckleſs Whitehead ; 
Crack d in a hutdred ſcattet'd pieces; © * + 
Their anger for a moment ceaſes ; - 270 
When ſtrait a brick encounter'd Sprat, | 
And laid him with poor Whitehead, flat. 


Loud exclamations now begin, 
While loudly ſounds the rattling din; 
And ere Morel had time to wonder, 275 
Swift came a ſtorm, as loud as thunder, 
| And 
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And on his brittle pate alighted, 
Which in a moment left him quite dead. 


— ere een o—_— a 


That down dropt Akenſide and Fielding. 
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Quick flew the pieces every way, : 
And many felt their potent ſway; 280 
A cheek from Shenſtone, noſe ſrom Dyer, 
And half the face of Matthew Prior, 


Torn from their native ſituation, 


| Defy the power of lamentation. 


Vain was their wonder, vain complaining, 
The ſtorm continued ſtill to rain in; 285 
And ſomething, (harder ſure than. ſwans- 
don, ) 

Crack'd the poor ſkulls of Soi ond Lanſ- 
downe ; 4 

Which flying round the room like ſhots, 

Proy'd death to Somerville and Watts. 290 


Loudly did many Rill exclaim, | 
When ſhow'ring with ſuch fury came 
A volley through the windows yielding, 


Nay 
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Nay many more were laid down quiet, | 295 
Among them Lyttleton and Wyat 4 | 
And Chaucer, Waller, Denham, Young, 


Were each oblig'd to hold his tongue, 


At laſt the prop that ſome had built on, 
(The Prince of Poets) down dropt Mil- 


ton; ' | 300 


And whether grief for his ſad fate, 
Or a wide crack acroſs the pate 


Was the true cauſe, I cannot tell; 


But Chatterton that moment fell. 
From the ſame cauſe, I'm bold to ſay, 305 
Fell Dryden, Addiſon, and Gay; A 


And could they have eſcap'd the blow, 


They ne'er had ſtunꝰd both Broome and Rowe. 


Some little pauſe awaken'd hope 


In Surrey, Marmontel, and Pope; 310 


The ſhow'rs of horror now were o'er ; 


But ſhort their bliſs! for on the floor 
Their 
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Their pates were ſtrew'd; none could avoid its 
And Spencer ſecretly enjoyed We 155 
But ah ! his triumph who could ſhare? 315 
A brick now knoek'd down him and Blair; 


And ftriking Goldſmith on the breaſt, 


Firſt finiſh'd him, and after Weſt. | 


Voltaire perceiv'd the execution, 


And fat in dread of diſſolution ; 320 
But ſoon quite huſh'd were all his fears, 


For Garth in ſcraps aſſail'd his ears; 


Crack'd by annihilating blow, _ 
Which ſettled him, and poor De Foe. 


Cervantes fat in filent dread, ö 


Knowing the ſoftneſs of his head; 


If they continued ſtill to thump any. 


So it fell out, for Johnſor's laughter, | 


The prelude was to what came after ; 330 


All three were taken in a moment, 


And fell at once, as if*t were ſo meant. 


The 


The company ſo much decreas'd, 
Drummond now thought they” would have 
ceas'd, . : 
But no! the mob not eaſy tied, 335 


With rage ſtill unabated, fired $ 
And crack'd both his, and Mallets caput, 


For nought to ſhield themſelves could they 


put; 
And now poor Hughes, who 00 between 
Roſcommon and deſerted Green, 340 


Would fain have been excuſed attending, 
Forboding his untimely ending 3 

But all in vain, three ſtones at once 
Alighted on his brittle ſeonce, 


And flew apart ; Roſcommon halloo'd, 345 


Shakſpere and Green directly follow'd, 
Cloſing the ſlaughter of the day. 


When thus a voice was heard to fay 3 Z 


| {For Seneca from his retreat 


Safe lodg d upon the window-ſeat, 350 


Who 
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« Spend your laſt moments in repentance, 
For juſt i is fate, in this her ſentence: 360 
OFT « Nay, Ell maintain that ev'ry Buſt is 
8 4 Now treated i in the extreme of juſtice : 
7 * Ye quarrel'd tho” no cauſe appeck d, 
4 Nor thought of death, nor danger 2 


bete obſerv'd the mighty 3 1-228 
Had hgand and ſeen, but fear d to f 
Till ſeeing all together laying, 

Sick of the rout they'd been diſplaying; 
Thought 3 Xt his duty to remind em 35 * 


rs they leſt behind em. * 
0 Hed amd attend ! ye ſcatter'd fragments 1 
ce. Squares, circles, radii, angles, ſegments! 


« « Now ye perceive, poor Fools, boy: ate 36 5 
« Superior was your former ſtatemm 
26 Why would you, each precedence claim ? 
N Pretention muſt have been the fame; 77 

« For ſpite of pritnitive cabal, you 
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